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Or be with you to give these services,
I shall attend to them. I am from Argos.                            630
I will do everything that she might do,
Will bring rich robes to be your final clothing
And funeral ornaments to set about you
And yellow oil to pour, cooling and clean,
Upon the embers. I will melt your ashes
In gold that bees collect from mountain-flowers.                 635
You shall be pure and sweet.
While I am gone
To find my letter, do not think ill of me.
(To the soldiers.)
Keep careful guard without binding these men.
(To herself, pausing as she leaves the court.)
Oh, if at last my letter should arrive
In Argos and be opened by his own
Beloved hand, a letter never dreamed of,                            640
Then he would listen through my opening grave
And hear my living lips cry out to him.
(She leaves, passing around the temple.)
The First Maiden
O you whose head must feel this water's touch,
My heart goes out to you!                                             645
Orestes
Have hope for him, instead of pitying me.
The First Maiden
My heart both pities you and hopes for him
That he may safely reach
His father's country and be happy there.
Pylades
Could I desert a friend and still be happy?                         650
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